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no shape and which he could never draw
from the obscurity where it lived.

He talked and talked with himself, examined
motives, and established purposes, disposed
and ordered the troubled surface of his being ;
yet there below lay the unseen thing which
trembled where no fear was, and said " Stay "
when he would have obeyed the trembling.
Would it ever be still and vex him no longer ?
Were other men so vexed as he ? " They can't
be, they can't be/' he whispered to the kitten.

He lay back on the seat and shut his eyes.
He heard a deep^ steady pulse like a mighty
engine in the incessant murmur of the trees,
the sudden drone of the swooping bees, the
grave and serious note of a man whistling,
the faint impatient jigging of a grasshopper,
the tweet-tweet-tweet-tudle-ludle-tudk-tudle of a
distant, domineering bird saying " Listen to
me. I can do it; I can do it/* He had only
to close his eyes and he bore a part, a silent
but unchallengeable part, in this strange-
familiar world of sound. If only he could
live there! But some wandering, homeless
spirit had taken up its abode in him and was
dissatisfied with its dwelling-place. It would
never seek another habitation, nor would it
ever be contented*